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MOTLEY NOTES. 


SMHE Daily Express is delightfully original. It says that 
grandfather clocks were evidently once made of yew, 
because 


‘“ And in the dusk of the yew, the clock 
3eats out the little lives of men.” 


Was ever more amusing mis-quotation ? Tennyson addressing 
a yew tree in a churchyard exclaims : 
“And in the dusk of thee, the clock 
Beats out the little lives of men.” 


The Avpress’s idea of the clock yew is certainly “ striking.” 


We understand that the only jarring note in the Queen of 
Hfolland’s wedding was when the clergyman asked Duke 
Henry whether he would marry the Queen. The answer, we 
are told, was an emphatic “ Ja.” 


A CALL To ARMs. 
|The birth rate is declining. — Daily Mail. | 


Now all ye gloomy bachelors 
Who live embittered lives, 
Kor patriotic reasons, up 
And get you English wives ; 
In every city spinsters pine, 
They mope in every town, 
And England trembles on the brink— 
The birth rate’s going down. 


Let problem novels stay ye not, 
When Mother England calls ; 

Up, up, be valiant volunteers, 
The foe is at her walls! 

Our merry England gloomy grows, 
Her broad green acres frown, 

For while you grumble in your clubs 
The birth rate’s going down. 
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To arms, to arms, ye celibates ! 
() see they’re Open W ile, 

In every house an English maid 
Is meet to be a bride ; 

Buy carpet slipper take a house, 
And earn life’s greatest crown, 

Become a family man—because 
The birth rate’s going down. 


One of the Daily Mail?’s vecent headlines“ Coftlins in 
Klames.” It sounds premature. 


By the way, one can often spend a pleasant minute or so in 
studying our sprightly contemporary’s headlines. Here are a 
few from one issue-—“Cirl’s Tragic Charge ;” “'Too Cheap at 
6hid.;” “ Does England Own India?” “A Pauper’s Threats ;” 
“A Stream of Burning Oil;” “Happy Day on the River ;” 
“The Awakening ;” “Struggle Before the Altar ;” “Crushed 
ina Lift ;” “ Why Pile their Plates Up So?” “ The Prodigal’s 
Return.” 


Mr. Charles Whitworth Wynne, the poet of the tmuch- 
boomed “Ad Astra,” is given a whole page in the current 
“Thrush” for an address to England. We venture to quote 
the whole mighty poem for our readers’ delight : 

se just and generous! Fear not thou 
That Kindness may be vain 

Tho’ Winter frowns from bough to bough, 
The April buds remain.” 

The originality of it! Let us imitate our modern Shake- 
speare : 

* Be fierce and querulous ! Fear not thou 
That Temper thou shalt rue 
Tho’ Dogs continue to bow-wow, 
The Pussy Cats still mew.” 

It wants a full page to set it off. 

Apropos of Mr. Charles Whitworth Wynne, “Ad Astra 
was advertised on flaring posters (wonderful who pays for 
these things !) with this heading: “To Unbelievers.” There is 
humour in that, 1s there not * 
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We are thinking of starting a Children’s League in connec- 
tion with Fun, after the manner of certain fashionable journals. 
We give a few specimens of the sort of answers we shall print 
to our dear little chicks letters : 

(GWENDOLEN.--Aunt Peggy is delighted to hear from you, 
dear little Gwen, and what a beautiful hand you write ! 
Yes, dear Gwen, you are quite right to look the other 
way when your dear papa is punching your dear mother’s 
head. Write again, darling. 

sonny. If all Aunt Peggy’s nephews and nieces wrote as 
beautifully as you, Bobby, she would be a very much 
happier old lady. Instead of boiling live hedgehogs and 
crucifying cats when you are dull, Bobby dear, why not 
try and get your little friends to join our league? You’ve 
no idea how jolly it is (for us) to get new subscribers. 

MrnkL. Fancy, only six years old, and yet you write as 
beautifully as many a girl of five-and-forty. Bravo, 
Kthel ! I can’t publish the story you send this week, but 
1 will keep it for future use. The psychological interest 
is excellent, but the slang might be improved. Study 
Kipling’s works, dear Ethel, and get other children to 
join our league, 

Mate. Some day, Eric, you will be Archbishop of Canterbury. 
lam sure of it. Few little boys of three and a-half would 

dare to snatch the whisky bottle from their mother and 
denounce their papa when he says “ D n.” And how 
beautifully you write, dear, sweet, noble Eric! Yes, we 
are always glad of fresh subscribers. 

Phere } really a great deal of interest in columns of this 
kind. And it is so considerate to amuse children. 
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Heads are tumbling off in China, and the Concert shouts 
“Encore!” with considerable enthusiasm. Slap-Bang is to ¥ 
degraded, Li-Lo is to be raised to high office, and the Concert 
in all future demands will be referred to No-Go. 


Why did Clara Butt? Because she saw William Bu sey, 

Mr. Andrew Carnegie considers it ignoble to pursue the 
sport of “dollar chasing” in old age; so he retires, in the 
language of a halfpenny paper, “satisfied with a fortune of 
40,000,000.” Mr. Carnegie is now asking for change. 

We heard the other day of a hairdresser whose health broke 
down, and who replied to the anxious enquiries of a customer 
that it was a case of “ brain-fag.” “Ah!” said the customer 
sympathetically, “too much head work.” 

Our LITERARY NOTES. 

We are in a position to contradict the rumour that the pro- 
prietors of the 7%mes have offered their paper to Miss Marie 
Corelli to edit for one week on up-to-date Christian lines, 

It is not true that future editions. of the St. James's Gazette 
are to consist chiefly of original matter. 

The editor of Punch, we understand, has no intention of 
making his journal a humorous paper. 

Mr. Hall Caine has not yet received an offer from Ober 
Ammergau. 

There is an amusing story going the rounds concerning the 
unknown writer of “An Englishwoman’s Love Letters.” A 
—__— celebrated author was suddenly 
asked at dinner the other night, 
“Did you write the English 
woman’s Love Letters?” He 
waited till he had emptied his 
mouth, and then said “ No.” 


To Mr. “ Puncnu’s” Port. 


Unhappy Seaman! 


every week, 
When thou wast not the 
Laureate’s adviser, 
Didst in this metre vigorously 
cheek 


who ‘most 


The Kaiser. 


O sad O.8.! thy world is all 
askew, 
| Life now for thee grows sadly 
microscopic, 
To think that thou must really 
find a new- 
er topic. 
For Wilhelm is our friend, as all 
men see ; 
| He must not be the sport of 
| brilliant drivel, 
And now to say what you avy 
said would be 
Uncivil. 





/ 





Y tn 


RESIGNATION. 


Visitor. Why, DANIEL, THEY BE SAYIN’ UP AT THE REcTORY 


ARISTOCRATIC Nos.” 
Daneel. 
TO DRINK.” 


‘LET ’EM SAY WHAT THEY MAY. 





ANYWAY THEY CANT SAY IT BE DUE 





Yet comfort find in this thy 
grievous lot, 
The world is big that thou, dea 
thing, are lost in, 
And till thou’st found new topics 
thou hast got 
Alf Austen. 


THAT YOU’VE GOT AN 
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have An Idyll. Scene: Victoria Park. Dramatis persone, There are, in the course of this article, some really painful dis 
| youth and maiden. They are discovered sitting on a seat, clowesures. Clowes knows. 
hand in hand, staring blankly before them. vias 
T me a?” ; , / 
; thy 9 Lge a seme A man buying various shades of pencils, B’s, H.B’s, and H’s, 
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SNC ° 
; ~ er.) “4 on answered the shop girl, sweetly. 
fopics The Maiden (after a pause).—“’Arry ! ar 


The Youth (hoarsely).—“ Hemma.” . 
The Maiden.—“ O ’Arry!” (He groans deeply.) Artists whose pictures are hung by Mr. Arthur Tooth have a 
hard fight of it. They “get there” only by Tooth and Nail. 






They had eaten too many whelks. 
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at the other end of the table refused to budge. 
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{ DoOOobLE-DoO, 
My DAME HAs 


‘ 
(oon k 


Her STEW, 


LOST 


LIFE’'S LITTLE SATIRES. 


A CHOPHOUSE TRAGEDY. 
4 MITH went to his favourite chop-house at 1 p.m. 
The obsequious waiter hung up his hat on his 
’ havourite The AGLTESSIVE looking man who Sat 
The cross- 


vey 
peg. 


tempered cook at the gridiron paused in expectation of a 
penny. ‘The voice from the lift-hole sank into attentive silence. 

Smith ordered a rump steak, 

The obsequious waiter proposed chipped potatoes in an 
attitude of deep humiliation. The aggressive-looking man 
Who sat at the other end of the table ate his Chateaubriand 
with an unnecessary flourish of fork. ‘The cross-tempered 
cook at the gridiron was disappointed of remuneration and 
bided his revenge. The voice from 
the litt hole announced a lump of 
fat and gristle as per order in a 
hoarse whisper, 

\tter half an hour Smith said 
he would lke to lineh that week 
oat eould possibly he anagecd., 

The obsequious waiter apolo 
in abject 


vised 


perspiration, and 
procrastinated with a feeble inter 
salt-cellar and _— stale 
The aggressive-looking man 
who sat at the other end of the 
table picked his teeth slowly in 
enjoyable contemplation of — the 
gastrie wreck. The cross-tempered 
cook at the gridiron grinned in the 
background. The voice from the 
lift-hole whistled © What cheer!” 
softly out of tune. 


WeZZO ot 
bread 


Seay -ri4 


es No 


PARTRIDGES APE 


The k w 
le steak Was raw and tough ax OmnAas 


leather. 
The obsequlous 


Waiter bore it 


) . ° 
mournfully back to the gridiron 


BLOOMIN: CGIAME 





WHERR. ” 


ro-pay, | 
AMONG 


Nursery Rhymes for the New Century. 
\Miy MASTER’S FOUND A LOT OF IT, 
AND KNOWS NOT WHAT TO DO. 


covered with confusion and prostrated by reproof. The 
ageressive-looking man who sat at the other end of the 
table remained on purpose to witness the conclusion of the 
comedy. The cross-tempered cook at the gridiron gleefully 
proceeded to burn it. The voice from the lift-hole shook the 
descending dishes with discordant delight. 

Smith ultimately lunched off bread and cheese, and was 
careful to attend to culinary etiquette on the next occasion. 


H. E. Gorst. 





A LADY says that a good way to pick out a husband is to see 
how patiently he waits for dinner when it is late. 
Her husband says that a good way to pick out a wife is to 
see whether she has dinner ready in time. 
THE TURKEY. 
The turkey is a fearsome fow! 
Who gives us restless nights ; 
It makes our little brothers how], 
Our sisters wake in frights : 
It causes our papa to sigh 
And twist his mortal coil, 
While kind mamma keeps hovring 
nigh 
With jugs of castor-oil. 
How sad, how sad it is to think 
That eating turkey leads to drink. 


AccorDING to the A.rpress, “there 
was a pitch battle between the 
Moderates and Progressives” at 4 
recent meeting of the London 
Schoo] Board. I suppose they were 
at the usual game of blackening one 
another ! 






THE débutante who goes to Court 
CAN SEE must be prepared to get up early: 


THINGS 


EVEN 
THE THAT 


her train. 


She cannot run the risk of losing 
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A VILLAIN MALGRE LuUL 


Or, THE Force or Destrxy. 


Cm a Villain and [ own it, but [’'m not the least to blame 
For I’ve never had a chance since | Was born 

‘Tis true I’ve done some dreadful things and played a shocking 
But pause before you hold me up to scorn! 

You'll own | didn’t make myself—life isn’t bought at sales 


My frame [ did not wilfully select ; 


And when every single feature some dire consequence entails. 
Why, whatever in the world can you expect ’ 
Oh ! what 7s the use of striving to be good. 
When the shape of my head proclaims me bad ? 
When the shortness of my thumh 
Shows to crime I’m bound to come. 
Oh! whatever sort of chance have | had? 


I used to try to please, 
Till I learnt with ears like these 


[I was really sure to turn out quite a wrong ‘un: 


And when brevity of nose, 
With all the virtues goes, 





FU N. $0 


Tne following clumsy attack on the British officer is from a 
sketch by the returned war correspondent, Mr. A. G. Hales: 
“Only one thing to be done, sir,” said Captain Pompom, 
yawning behind his kid-gloved hand, “ must stick to the regu 
[gamie, lations. ‘The regulations have stuck to us, or we would not be 
heah as officahs and gentlemen to-day, sir. Awfully hard—aw 
on the men, don’t yer know-—-aw —-but—aw—they get paid for 
it, don’t they, the beggahs ?” 
We venture to offer this criticism, which we will call 
SUSPICIOUS, 
You must not be surprised, O man of letters, 
If such vile trash is dubbed 
The work of one who tried to know his betters 
And rot severely snubbed ! 
Mr. In-Hales ean’t take our breath away with this sort of 
vulgarity. 


Tue proper thing lor a “mieture oft happiness ” IN surely ih 
“contented frame of mind.” 


THe great cricket question of “ No Bawling” is to occupy the 


How’s a fellow to keep straight who’s got a lone ‘un ? attention of “stump” orators this spring. 


By the way my cranium bulges to the 
rearward of my hat, 

[t is plain that any swindle I would 

rig ; 
And I’m something of a liar, but how 
can I help that 

When my organ of mendacity’s so big ! 
I’m inclined to be a forger, but please 

blame my finger tips, 

Which show I do what destiny impels ; 
Phrenology and palmistry account tor 

all my slips, 

And each for me a tale of evil tells. 

Oh! what 7s the use of trying to 
be good, 
When the shape of my _ head 
proclaims me bad ? 
When the thickness of my 
neck 
Proclaims my moral wreck, 
Oh! whatever sort of chance 
have I had ? 
[ used to try to please, 
Till [ learnt with ears like 
these 
[ was really sure to turn out 
quite a wrong’un ; 
And when brevity of nose, 
With all the virtues goes,} 
How’s a fellow to keep straight 
who’s got a long ’un ? 

Tue unkindest remark in the whole 
Prayer -book is that in reference to 
“choirs and places where they sing.” 

Cuippy Cappy (on a “ Shrewshury” 
cab ).—* Hello, Bobby! Is ‘massage’ the 
best remedy for dislocation of the 
traftic ?” 

Ropert Al (requlating the route ).— 
“Certainly! There’s nothing like the 
rubber’ for the tyred vehicle !” 
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A LAMENTABLE UPSET. 
WV. Jambon (with deep sympathy).—* VeENN TL WRARD OF TITE ILLNESS OF 
VMapam. Your Vire, iv quite sev ME up. 
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BY THE 
Ik THERE'S ONE MAN IN THE WorLp | HATE IT Is THAT FELLOW BEHIND ME.” 


“ce . 7 > ay ’ N ? 
Do you KNow, Sir, THat He’s My Huspanp?” 
“Ou! Reawcy ! 


A TALL, square-built gentleman was walking down the street 
observed to turn round. 


when all of a sudden he was 


M RS, Brow N, when she heard the 
be a nave in the new church, observe 
party Was, 




















with a clean collar. 


ee ee 





spirit-wrappers. 


get up late. 





are not entirely needle-less. 


chilled by the national airs. 


change affair 


*twixt Bull and Bear. 


A Goop EXAMPLE. 


I thought, of Love’s Desire ; 








HIS TEETH. 


W—W—Wuy, or coursg, THat’s wHy I HATE Him.” 





Ininister say there would 
d she knew well who the 


that is, 
My kindest flame, the fire. 


Schwerin. 


handful of slush. 


eins 


| recede gracefully. 


“My ’Art’s in the Ighlands,” as the C 


when the public clamoured for heather and didn’t much mind 
if it was deer. 


—_———  ———_ 


—_—_— 


A QUAKER has a dog so very serious that even his tail has 
not the least bit of wag ahont it 
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A SMART detective is the 


THERE is no end to the enter- 
prise of “The Universal Pro. 
viders.” They keep everything 
imaginable in their warehouses - 
and, not content with ransack. 
ing the Universe, they have als, 
in hand a large stock of genuine 


Ik you ever feel like a worm. 


Lorp KITCHENER’Snew mounted 
forces are to be used for hemming 
in the invading commandoes in 
Cape Colony. Herein is_ proof 
positive that the reinforcements 


THE day before Duke Henry 
became a Dutchman, while the 
Hollander bands were playing 
patriotic music, he was observed 
to shiver as he showed himselt 
to the people. He was evidently 


THE world’s a bigger Stock Ex- 


Ot ceaseless struggles waged 


I WROTE some verses, pretty things 


And thereby brightened one— 


DuKE HENRY oF MECKLENBURG, 
having married Queen Wilhelmina 
of Holland, will now be titled 
Prince of the Netherlands, and 
we presume he is no_ longer 


A SOFT answer doesn’t always 
turn away wrath. It didn’t in 
the case of the man who replied 
to a volley of sarcasm with a 


DipLomacy and the tide are the 
| only two things that can ever 


ockney painter said 
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lhe Duchess. 
Mr. Chu-Chu-Ting-S7, 


“Fare Cycuist.” 


7 | OKT ESS.” 
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LADIES’ COLUMN. 
COoNDUCTED BY Mrs. JANE JUGGINS. 


[ am inclined to doubt whether you will in 
the near future hear from the “gentlemanly artizan 
who very considerately, and at no little incon 
venience to himself, wheeled your bicycle into a 
side street out of the way of the trattic, and promised 
to take care of it until you had completed your 
shopping, and who afterwards so unfortunately lost 
sight of you.” 


[ have studied your sonnet with deep attention. 
The tirst thirteen lines might be left out without 
in any way affecting the thought of the poem. The 
last line, too, is quite superfluous. 


“A Working Man’s Wire.”—I gather from your letter that 


the adjective, which is part of the title you have 
chosen, refers more to yourself than to your husband. 
With regard to your query as to what is the correct 
etiquette to be observed towards a landlord, | cannot 
but think that your manner of greeting yours, viz., by 
pouring boiling water upon his head from an upper 
window, was unnecessarily warm. 




















* Minprep.”—Il congratulate “ Mildred.” 


Mrs. 
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On, Mr. Cuu-Cuu-Ting-S1, You pon’? REALLY ComMPREssS YoUR Poor WoMEN’s IEET, Do You !” 
“No, WE HAVE Apopt Your Granp ENGLISH FEET.” 


1 might have been 
prepared, having read so much high-class penny 
tiction, and yet I confess to having sustained quite a 
shock when I received “ Mildred’s” letter. She tells 
me that she is a governess, and has become engaged t 
a member of the peerage. My knowledge of the 
aristocracy is naturally not so extensive as is that 0 
the writers of high-class penny fiction, and I confes 
that the announcement of the engagement of 4 
governess to a peer rather startled me for a moment, 
until [ remembered my reading, and how such an 
affair is a matter of daily occurrence in the literary 
masterpieces to which I have alluded. In reply © 
your question, “ Mildred,” you need have no fear as 
your suitability to oceupy a commanding position. 
We are distinctly told in the “Young Squires 
Romance” that the heroine, who is, of course, 4 
governess, is “fit to occupy a throne,” and I have 0° 
doubt that you are equally fit. You will forgive ™ 
* Mildred,” if I remind you that you must invariably 
address your fiancée as “ My Prince.” (See “ Y, §, 8. 
quoted above.) 
a ° . 

BROWN says that nowadays very few people suffer 
vestions of the brain. 


———— 
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FOR 


TALES 


TOM AND THE 


‘Tom had a nose. One day Tom teased a big dog who had 


big teeth. ‘Tom had a nose. 


LITTLE 


DOG. 


SYD-NEY AND THE BRO-KEN BA-BY. 


Lit-tle Syd-ney is m a bad tem-per. 
a teen-y, tin-y, ween-y; ba by sister, who would squeak hike 
doll when lit-tle Syd-ney punch-ed her. ‘To-day lit-tle Syd ney 
has been punch-ing his teen-y, tin-y, 
ween-v, ba-by sis-ter all the morn-ing, 


and now she is bro-ken, and will not 
squeak any more, 
ina bad teln-per, 


TOM-MY’S PUN-ISH-MENT. 


It was Tom-my’s birth-day part-y. 
All Tom-my’s lit-tle friends were 
there to the num-ber of a-bout fif-ty. 
Sud-den-ly it oc-curred to one to ask, 
“Where is Tom-my/?” “Oh!” said 
Nurse, “ Mas-ter Tom-my is up-stairs 
in dis-grace.” 





COURTING. 
ve courted many and many a girl, 
Alas ! when I propose 
And ask them for their hands and 
hearts, 
They only give me oes. 


Yet one, the richest of them all, 
When I my love did speak, 

‘'o give some small encouragement 
Confessed she liked my cheek. 


Once, when [ thought that I should 
make 
A really wealthy match, 
‘Twas told to me, “ The girl you court 
[s really no great catch.” 


And then the flame of love expired, 
[ set the maiden free ; 

My letters proved I'd courted her, 
And so she “ Courted” me. 


So plaintifily she told her tale, 
The jury made a fuss, 

Declaring conduct such as mine 
Was most injurious. 


Two hundred 
declared 
That I should have to pay, 
To mend her broken heart and be 
Court plaister, so to say. 


pounds the Court 


Before I press my swt again, 
ll take the greatest care, 

Of dreaches, one is quite enough, 
| do not want a pair. 


WHEN punishment is 


continue to 


ca} ital 


ON tan 


A Ng to death. 


Lit-tle Syd-ney is 





Conductor.—“ HALL FALSE 'TEETH’S RECOMMENDED TO BE REMOVED; BEFORE 
BILL, THEY’ VE HAD THEIR WARNING.” 


STARTING. 


Lit-tle Syd-ney had 


3° 
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ONES. 


Lor» Rosebery ; : . Ona Derby Winner. 
LORD SELBORNE . Ona placid Bay. 
LoRD KITCHENER — . Ona useful Hunter. 
Mprror or “ Review or Reviews” . Ona Literary Hack. 
Mr. Joun Kensir . | . Ona Steeplechaser, 
Miss Marie CoreLui . On her Roan. 


{ To Davi ya 


a THe individual who * 


HOBBIES IN) ORDINARY, 


SOME CONTRIBUTORS WE KNOW ~ Ona Chestnut, 
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PAINLESS DENTISTRY. 


[/t is said that all vibrations are overcome mn a Motor Onin hus. | 
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stole a march” has been put in the 
same cell as Procrastination, the thief of time. 
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THE 
DRAMA- 
PHONE. 


(nat A par. PAH ont) 


T is said that Mr. 
Haddon Chambers 
named his new 

play—a drama of action 

“The Awakening ” to 
reassure St.  James’s 
audiences that they 
would not be sent to 
sleep by any more 
“comedies of manners.” 
Our interest was to boil 
over the fire itself, no 
longer merely to simmer 
on the Hobbes. Mr. 
Alexander, we were 
promised, would display 
the Wisdom of the 


Wise by giving us something entirely different. 








Nor a Paren on Tt, 


The new piece at the St. James's is called “The Awakening, ” 
and we awoke to its real value very early in the evening. Its 
real value is nl. It is the usual awakening from the usual 
nightmare. Listen—and if you hear one suggestion of 
originality in idea as the story is narrated, your perspicacity 
is that of Sam Weller’s glasses. 


There is a man of forty or thereabouts. Now that our 
leading actor-managers are all middle-aged our playwrights 
have come to the conclusion that man has not even a bowing 
acquaintance with Cupid until his hair is at least iron-grey. 
The Drama’s laws the actor-manager gives. Our forty-year- 
old hero is something in the Foreign Office, and his name is 
Trower. The New Diplomacy once asked “How is Mrs. 
Krager!” QOur hero, learning the lesson, displays a similar 
tendresse about every woman he meets. For that reason, and 
because he is played by the manager, every woman on the 
stage is in love with him. 

Among others, a lady with a husband in South Africa, Lady 
Margaret ; also with the inevitableness of Q. E. D., a young 
and innocent girl in the country. And how innocent these 
innocent country girls are. She pays him a visit at his rooms 
late at night—but that is only in order that the audience may 
make her acquaintance. Otherwise the incident is of no 
Importance, 


The reader may be surprised to learn that Lady Margaret’s 
husband dies at the front and that Lady Margaret is FRE E- 
a fact which immediately springs to the mind of this (titled) 
lady and gives her much pleasure. Mr. Trower, on the 
contrary, being the hero of a modern “realistic ” play, is not 
at all elated. For, you see, he has the example of hundreds of 
other heroes of modern realistic plays and not one of them 
ever did the right and manly and commonplace thing. No 
he will not marry Lady Margaret. ) 


For he really loves Olive, the country girl, And Lady 
Margaret knows he loves Olive, and, being a (titled) lady of 


high parentage, and moving in the best society, she goes to 
e . _ . 
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Olive and tells all sorts of nice things about Trower, ¢op. 
cluding with the announcement that he and she, Margaret, 
are “lovers”—in the very worst sense of the word. We know 
that that is what real ladies naturally would do. 


Then, naturally, Olive goes out and stands by a well which 
we are particularly told is deep, in order that nothing what. 
ever may happen in connection with it. This is the New 
Drama. And she sends Trower away for ever, and returns his 
letters unopened, and they will never, never see each other 


again. 


But Mr. Haddon Chambers had an inspiration. So he 
arranged that a telegram should be sent to Olive saying that 
Trower is seriously ill, and of course Olive” dashes to his side, 
is furiously angry at the deception, leaves him once more for 
ever, gets as far as the door, forgives him and quick curtain, 
We know that Lady Margaret has retired to Italy in dudgeon 
and widow’s weeds, but so long as Mr. George Alexander and 
Miss Fay Davis, alias Something and Somebody, marry and are 
happy ever afterwards, nothing else matters. 

There is plenty of strength in the new St. James’s piece: 
but many old things are very strong. It isalso very interesting 
in parts, but then Mr. Chambers wrote the play. The acting 
success was made by Miss Gertrude Kingston as Lady 
Margaret—a fine performance ; but nothing could be better, 
from the acting point of view, than the playing of Mr. George 
Alexander, Miss Fay Davis, Miss Granville, and the others. 
They ought to have been good. They have done the same 
thing so often before. 


A new play, entitled “ Twelfth Night,” has been produced 
at Her Majesty’s Theatre, the author assuming the psuedonym 


MANN: 





tall tty 





Maenle all 











Mordemly.—“ WHO WAS THAT THERE Lapy YoU 
WAS JUST A-SPEAKING To?” 

Enery (reorge.—“ SHE WASN’t NO LADY. YER SILLY 
Kip. THat was my Aunt!” 
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of William Shake- 
speare—but a thin 
disguise for that in- 
teresting duality 
those well-tried col- 
laborators, Mr. 
George Bernard Shaw 
and Mr. Cecil Raleigh. 
One may feel quite 
certain that these two 


modest authors do 
not appraise their 
latest work more 


highly than it deserves 

-they will not pre- 
tend that it ranks as 
high as “The Devil’s 
Disciple” or “The 
Price of Peace.” 

The writing cer- 
tainly does not 
display that Brown- 
ingesque clarity of 
expression for which 
Mr Shaw is _ noted, 
nor that terse and 
direct colloquialism 
for which Mr. Raleigh 
is famous. Neither 
does it convey the 
invention in uncon- 
ventional morality of 
the former author, 
nor those _ strong, 
vigorous, utterly im- 
possible incidents of 
the latter. On the 


other hand, the manager, Mr. Tree, has mounted the play 
superbly at Her Majesty’s, so that Mr. Raleigh cannot say 
here any more than at Drury Lane that he, and not the scenic 
artist, is solely responsible for the success of the play. 


“Twelfth Night” is a delightful entertainment, full of 
beauty, full of fun ; lovely stage pictures enchant the eye, 
charming music pleases the ear, admirable acting enchains 
Mr. Tree’s Malvolio, Miss Lily Brayton’s 
Viola) Mr. Brough’s Sir Toby, Miss Tilbury’s Maria, Mr. 
Norman Forbes’ Aguecheek, and Mr. Courtice Pounds’ Feste 
Mr. Robert Taber, as the Duke, and 
Miss Maud Jeffreys, as Olivia, are pleasing and picturesque 


the understanding. 


are simply perfection. 


figures. 
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Shop Assistant.—"“SHALL | SEND THIS FoR you, MADAM!” 
The Bargainer.—‘ No, THANK You, | AM Driving.” 


” 


The Dear, Sweet Little Pet.—“ Ou, MAMMA, ARE WE GOING BACK IN THE GREEN ‘Bus ? 


FROM THE CHINESE. 
(After Wordsworth. ) 


The world is too much with us; late and soon 
Missions and treaty-rights lay waste our powers, 
Little we see in China that is ours. 

We have given our land away—a foolish boon. 

Our sun is hid behind a Western moon, 

Our priests that should be chanting at all hours 
Are either silent now as sleeping flowers, 

Or, if they do chant, chant an alien tune. 

Confucius, it moves us! Though we be 
jut pagans, suckled in a creed out-worn, 

Yet dream we, standing on this flowery lea, 

Of glimpses that would leave us less forlorn. 
sritannia sinking sudden ’neath the sea, 


THE STAGE Coacu. 





THERE is something a little funny in the idea that “ Under 
Two Flags” has been put on the boards. 


Or all honourable professions that of the surgeon is surely 


the one for men of probity. 


A younG lady, whose beauty was much admired, happened 
to be passing by two men in the street when one of them 
exclaimed to the other: “By Heaven! she is painted.” 
“Yes,” replied the young lady, turning round, “and by Heaven city. 


only.” 





Old Triton blowing wreath’d triumphant horn. 





Sir A. K. Roxuit relates the following yarn: 

“ On one occasion when he was going up the Mississippi he 
met a small party who told him they were going out to found 
a city. One of them said he was going to be the mayor, and 
another declared he was about to fill the post of town clerk. 

“Turning to a cadaverous looking member of the party, 
Sir Albert asked him what he was going to be in the new 
‘Oh!’ he replied, ‘they are going to open the new 


municipal cemetery with me.’” 
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“FUN” IN THE GARDEN. 


SENTIMENTAL correspondent, who had a pet lamb 
wants to know how to cultivate mint sauce 
and this query has 
to growing a few 


last year, 
4 in readiness for emergencies ; 
decided us to devote a corner of our space 
For a person who has a small garden, 
lener in it as yet, a funny paper is the 
Iuet of his labours is fun for 


horticultural hints. 
and has planted no ware 
best guide, because the chief pro 
The professional gardening papers are not 
veally useful. They are too light to throw at a cat, and 
begin their instruction about a year ahead of the 


his neighbours. 


they , ' 
moint where the owner of a small garden retires trom 


the unequal struggle and hires an intermittent gardener. 

Of course, if you have a large garden 
vou suffer from chronic gardener a)] 
Jong. in which case it is better to 
» horticultural literature to him to 
wvoid being snubbed when you enquire 
whether he has duly manured— the 
violets or pruned the tulips. ut, 
however large your garden, do not 
Keep many vardeners. All their 
families want early vegetables. 

By the end of January the “abnor 
mal mildness” of the season and a 
beautiful catalogue with cabbage ec: 
nations on the cover will have teanpted 
vou to buy seeds and sow them ; and 
when the real winter comes the birds 
will exhume them gratefully. It 1s 
kind and charitable to feed birds, anil 
if you live in the country you can buy 
more seeds im penny packets at the 
Village shops. They will have been 
some years in stock and will not ger 
ininate. This will be a real stroke of 
lnek, because they were of very inferior 
quality to begin with, and you do not 
want your garden full of rubbish. 
Besides, your eat prefers freshly-made 
flower beds for her midnight dances 
with her friends, as you can see by the 
tootmarks next day, and you should 
be kind to dumb animals. If among 
the footmarks you find a hole in the care. 
fully raked earth, such as a meteorite 
might make, and exeavate from. it 


that your neighbour is not kind to FELLOW AS THEY 
Second Street Arah, 


dumb annals, too. The Cat Was not 
, 9 93 
PRAGGIN., 


dumb when he threw the coal. 

Following the advice of the florist who got out his bulb 
catalogue a fortnight before his rivals last autumn, of course 
you “lost no time” in buying his bulbs and “ getting them 
rat ythe ground,” just before the cheaper catalogues arrived. 
Uhe result is that the tulips are coming on like original sin 
and will begin to flower just in time for the frost. The 
proper thing to do is to put “an inch of earth ” over 
— " a them ; and a back-aching job it is. The 
tulips look rather ridiculous pl orwaihe ‘ ods ; 
mud cones in rows. But the ty blag 48 
monotony of the aspect. They have learned to regard you as 
r deputy Providence, who puts seeds in the ground for ome . 
dig up; and so, directly your back is turned. they set to weihe 
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to remove that inch of earth and see what you have provided 


Finding the green tulip spike they drive shafts into that, but 


still getting no seed they give it an extra peck or two oj 


disgust—sparrows always measure their disgust by the peck 
and then sit on the wall in rows, all fluffed out and chirping 
loudly to you that you “forgot the seed.” . 

But you should pay no attention to the sparrows’ remarks. 
for life is real, life is earnest, and this is the season to tidy up the 
paths, So, if you can borrow the stump of a broom from the 
cook and are not afraid of the neighbours smiling, you ¢ay 
sweep the 2ft. by 20ft. gravel path that leads to the heap of 
clinkers and broken jam-pots that the last tenant inventoried 
as a “rockery,” though “crockery ” is probably what he meant 
[t boasts oyster-shells, too, which perhaps furnishes 
a sympathetic reason why the “ peyj. 
winkle” is the only plant that flourishes 
there. 

Having swept your path, you cay 
walk up and down picking it up iy 
large flakes with your decimal fraction 
of a garden roller. It is rather a “ ¢jp. 
culating decimal,” because, one end 
being bigger than the other, it will only 
run in curves. Also, from standing 
out in the rain all the winter, jt 
squeaks loudly, and brings your neigh. 
bour’s wife to the window. You think 
you have done enough gardening fo 
one day. 

In the evening you remember that 
you put your pocket-book on the 
rockery, because it fell out of your 
pocket every time you stooped to put 
earth on a tulip. Going out in the 
dark to recover it you bark your shin 


to write. 






Thorne KG - 











FAMILY 
a lump of coal, you need not conclude /vrst) Ntreet Arab.— SEE 
WANTS IS MY FATHER.” 
“(JARN! YER ALLUS 








—a bark on the shin is almost worse 
than a bite—over the handle of the 
roller. A gardener should always put 
away his tools. 





GREAT BRITAIN AND RUssIA. 

A STRONGLY worded Note has been 
presented to the Russian Government 
on the subject of the Pe-Chi-hi Islands. 
Great Britain has intimated that she 
is not prepared to admit the Russian 


PRIDE. claim to this group, and, in firm but 


courteous language, the Note points out 
that, this being so, it is hoped that 
Russia will not render it necessary for 
Great Britain to back down. 


THAT, Bit? ‘THE 


THE Zines has been twitted with its error in providing tle 
Emperor William’s escort of Royal Horse Guards with lances, 
when it is well known that the Horse Guards do not car’y 
such weapons. What the “Thunderer’s” reporter mistook tor 


real lances were evidently only “ pen-uns.” 








EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for the return of MSS. % 
sketches submitted for consideration, and in no case will rejected 
maiter be returned unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed 
envelope. Publication in Fun alone will be recognised a ihe 
acceptance of contributions or sketches. 
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